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his name, and when he heard the news of war, and
was commanded, like the rest, to fight for his country,
he turned pale and stole away from the bands of
merrymakers. Battle filled him with horror, disgust,
for this gentle soul had not the heart to slay a bird,
The spirit of slaughter was not in him. He loved the
mountains and valleys, the village church and priest.
The priest, Father Bonner, was the one man who
understood his craving for beauty. They had spent
many an evening together poring over books. Roseg-
ger, Goethe, Heine, a translation of Shakespeare, had
all been read and discussed. Father Bonner had a
genuine affection for Joseph Mefczel, for he recognised
in him a man with the heart of a poet, a man. of
deeper sympathies and wider intelligence than was to
be discovered in other village folk.

When Metzel slunk away from the merrymakers,
who had pointed at him and jeeringly called
him ^coward," he went to the house of Father
Bonner.

Father Bonner was pacing up and down his room.
"I have taught the way of peace/'he said wearily,
bidding Metzel be seated, ^and now all my teaching
is of no avail. The beast of war has awakened in
our people. They go to slaughter their enemies, not
knowing that their enemies are their brothers and
that the Almighty is the blessed Father of us all.
We remember God only as the God of Battle. We
think to please Him with the incense of human